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jiico and a half mUet in circumfer
ence more than a score of speed mad

men drore their powerful rating auto--

mobile for fee hundred mile last
Day at For the road

racer the it erer out

for the nen who drove their can at
the monotonous glare of red

crick, the 'never changing blur of gray
concrete which lines the. track, it per- -

hapt greater danger than irregulari
curve or rut in a road.

The tight and the monotonous roar of
the engine hare c hypnotic effect on the
men, lulling them tometimet into

at the wheel, sometimes eras-

ing them to that they tale chance the

NT

eery thought of which would turn Aemrear. Taster and faster it rose, until
pole in ordinary jumping into the air it spun on Its front

At to the very lett of wheels and crashed in a heap. I remained

driving, the retort to every little bit of- - at the wheel, because a drirer never leaves

thill of which a man is capable, there caithe wheel If he thinks there's & chance.

a purse of $50,000 to he divided. The
winner toot $20,000, and the remain
ing amount wot divided in carious sums
rfoirn to $1,000 to the man who finithed
twelfth. The ritkt which were taken for
thit money on Memorial Dag thrilled the
tpectatort at no chariot race ever thrilled
ancient Rome. Ritit are only common.
placet to the race driver, and some of
them have been induced to tell of the ridet
theg hare taken where Death tat closest
betide them.

Bughet, a nervy little
teUt a ttory of an accident which

it apt to happen to eng who drive racing
tart.

BY
TELL yon I've been
in so manr tscm
that ifs a hard thing.
you know, to pick out

r one of them and say
tnatit putyom the
very devil of a fix. I
think, though, the
track races are apt
to cause more acci-

dents than road rac- -
I K""l in;. That's why

there H be some jolly
HUGHES

fine smashup; out at
Now,

yon know, in that race Oh, yes, but

I am Ton want to hear some-

thing that to me. Very welL

I was racing in the hour

contest at Brighton Beach two years

ago. It was a mighty hard race. Two

concerns had entered cars with the an-

nounced intention of breaking the world's

record. They were both after It Now, the
drivers of these cars set a frightful pace

for the dangerous Brighton track. To
keep near them the rest of us had to take
all sorts of chances. I remember when

I was chasing them around-th- e paddock

turn that 'I was brought closer to death
than I ever n'ant to be again.

Eaten away by the terrific strain, my

two front tires blew np with a roar.
Spinning around, the rear of the car,

a great arc- - crashed into the fence.

What my feelings were in those flying

seconds I cannot tell. I only know that
I thought more of religion than at any
time in my life. I remember the grind
of the brakes, the contact of

wood scraping alongside me.

I remember how the car, tilting on its
left wheel, rose, swayed, hung for a mo-

ment as if about to overturn, taking me
and my to and
tuen it ngntea ana crasnea down on
four wheels. I was safe, but when I
jumped out I was

X burtting tire it feared by all race
driver. Ralph De Palma teU what

to him at the rctult of a tits expia-

tion.

BY DE
. OU ask me to tell

you about
my most thrilling
moment on the track.
"What you ask Is
hard. To most of us
they are all
moments. In the
years I have been

I driving racing car- s-
five years, to be ex-

act I haye had, I
CE. RM.MA suppose, .as many

close calls as any
driver. I have 'shot

from a track and gone ripping through
a fence. I have scraped my wheels against

the car me. I have skidded

from a course and crashed into a great
bowlder. And always X have escaped.

'There was one time, though, that, now

I think of it, was my most

It at
on a little half mile dirt track,

where they used to run the trotting races
at the State Fair. Local pro3

moters had arranged a meeting, and
was to meet me in the fest'

ore erent of the day. ve got on to a
f - start, and, picking up speed quickly,
the two' cars roare Into tlb first turn.

round the I man
aged to shoot Into the lead, nosing my

machine aheau of and was
along at an awful .pace when

suddenly I heard the sound that all drir
era fear.

It was a deafening the burst
Ing o' my front tire. A moment later I
felt the icar gradually rising from the

But there was no chance. The upset came

so quickly that I was caught I only

a great cloud of dust that hung
a streak that swept by in smoke

and flame, a sharp pain in my legs, and
tSen

The next thing I knew a burly special
was In his arms.

With his right arm he supported toy body.

With the other he was holding a whiskey
glass to my mouth and pouring its contents
down my throat I remember him say-

ing: TouTl be ail right now. This will

brace you up. Just walk a bit" Then
he the amrwith which he had
been holding me and stepped back. The
moment he did so I fell in a heap on the
track. My two .legs had been broken and
neither be nor I had realized it

That accident disabled me for ten weeks.
Sometimes I wonder how it was that my
skull wasn't broken, too.

Harry Knight teUt how he tared
man's life at a year ago.

BY
X racins career has
beeen a
ly short one. I sat
for the first time in a
bucket seat only a
few years ago. I
have not been driving
half as long. as most

of the men whom I
E will meet on Me

morial Day. Yet I
nil have one

HAPDV that from the rest of
I KNIGHT J

my life stands out
like a flash of flame.

Abo, oddly enough. It at In
during the 500-mil- e race

last Memorial Day.. It is a hard inci

dent to tell about One does not like to
say what one has done, if any

good comes of it After reading this you

will what I .mean and my re
luctance to put the incident in my own
words.

It was during the early stages of the
race, but the driving was growing fiercer.
Harrottn ia his yellow Wasp was cutting
a terrific pace. Like he swept
on, mile never just
the smooth running Wasp that cut down
distance with Be-

hind him six cars kept bunched together.
But always Harroun was a half mile in
front and always the six drove faster and
faster, trying to overtake him.

Once when he. was whizzing past the
grand stand the six of us came
out of the home turn after him. Down
the stretch we shot Somehow I man-
aged to jump the others and, putting on
the gained a big lead before
they realized It Xearer and nearer to
the stand my car was hurling me. Then

I saw suddenly a disabled machine
drawn up before the pita. It was in die
middle of the track and I could see the
driver, tugging at the
wheel trying to shoot the car to a place
of safety. He knew we were coming.

Then I saw his jump out
trying to turn the wheels so

could drive the car beside

the pits. Then I .knew that the steering
knuckle was broken. My car was

and shaking now, for I was mak-

ing faster time than ever before.
But as I peered through the drifting

smoke I 'saw the suddenly
struck down by a lurch of

machine. I saw him be-

gin rolL;3g over and over orf. the track.

I saw Aim stagger to his fjet only to
falL His legs were smashed. Then I
saw him begin rolling across; tho bricks,
rolling himself to a place of Now

WASHINGTON HffBAT,T)t SUNIHX,, 2,

THEILLIMG
oiwtKeTR4CK

EN Who Rist Life Win the Big Automobile Race
--n3 Indianapolis Tell of Incidents Fraught With Greatest Peril One
Man Drove His Car Blindly Against Concrete Wall Save
Another's Life.
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The Next I Heard My Ca r Crash Into

I was almost upon them. On one side
blocking the way was the disabled car
with Jagersberger huddled beside it On

the' other side was the mechanician, a
wounded mad, rolling across the track.

For a aecond I was at a loss what to
da To go ahead would mean smashing
into Jsgersberger and his machine or
running over the mechanician. Of course
there was a chance that I might be able
to sti-e- r around the mechanician. I
thought better of it, though, and thinking
as men do at such times, twisted my
steering wheel all the way around, closed

my eyes and prayed. The next instant
I heard my car crash into the concrete
wall along the track side, tear up the
gravel, rip into Lytle's machine, a few

""STiJa
Twisted

a

pits down and then on a crazy boll
into a nearby field. That s I remem
ber. That they told me I had
saved somebody's life. I think they
exaggerated, but it was an experience I
shall sever forget

it it to the road race that we mutt
again turn hear the experience of Joe
Motion. While Joe Motion wat winning
the Indiana Trophy, a race held two yeart
ago near he wat almot killed.

BY "JOE" MATSON.
BOTJT the mMdle of
the Indiana Trophy
race there came to
ma the most thrilling
experience of my
raefng career. I. had
caught and passed
Bobertson and waa
trying to increase my

lead. I knew that
was hav-

ingV . . ' ' trouble with his

KAT30W car, but I also knew!

i win i Urn to one uf the
cleverest and most

daring drivers L. He was a hard
finisher. I needed every second that I

Sawi.

Instant

thegame.

could gain on him. along the back
stretch where I wouldn't be caught and
blamed for taking chances I forced my
car to the limit The roads were rather
rutty st this point on the course and
often we were bumped up and down on

our seats. Still I drove fsster. I needed
every second I could get

Then came the accident As I was
looking down the road, figuring on how

dose I could shave the turn ahead, I
heard a splintering sound. The next mo-

ment the sest broke beneath me. I was
thrown to the floor of the car with both
hsnds hanging to the wheel like a man
falling from a window grips the ledge.

I couldn't see where I was steering. I
might be headed for destruction. Indeed

until my mechanician grabbed me up and
lifted my head to where I could see the
road I was is the gravest danger of my

life. Throws to the floor of that car,
unable to see the road ahead, it was only

Providence that stopped us from jumping
the course and crashing into the ditch.

Robert Surman broke a world1! record
when he drove a racing car at a tpeed of
HI mile an hour over the tand of Day-ton- a

Beach, Flo.

BY ROBERT BURMAN.
N my life two expe
riences stand out
One happened when

I was a little boy. I
had a dream. I
dreamed that I was
in bed and that some

body put me and toy
bed Into a cannon.
Then the cannon was
fired, and I, bed and
all 'went tearing

Robert"
BURHAN through the ajr close

to the ground, faster
than, the bullet, And

when I awoke I didn't fall on the floor,

I the Wheel with My Left Hand Tust as the Front Wheels
Were Plunging Into Ditch.

shoot
all

night

to

Clucago,

JOE
be

So

a the kids do ia tie
The other experience happened last

year at Daytona Beach. This tfcnoltwas
a powerful racing automobile' that shot
me over-- the "ground. It covered: mile

secondly which to
Ija faster than the crib went

People hare "ted me to ten something

about the experiences of that dish. I
hare' hesitated to do so. A nun doea not

like to say he was afraid. Xwas afraid.
As 1 drore to the starting Una I noticed

that tiie beach was rather rough. That
made it bad.- - The car would Jump. I
was to hate a flying- - start They wonld
not begin to take mj time until a point
was passed farther down the beach. So

without farther ado I Jumped in, opened

the throttle and was off.

Instantly the wind began to ting. Then

the Concrete WalL

It blew a gale, harder and harder, until I
felt the muscles of my neck straining. It
was awful to facs that It
drove my back against the seat And

then the car began to shake to the roar
ing of its 200 horse power engine. Faster
and faster we flew. For thirty feet st s
time the car was not on the ground juit
leaping through the air and crashing
down on the sand as it it were going
through the beach. And always the wind
kept howling and the front wheels doing
a weird dance.

I was just beginning to lose conscious
ness, 'to loosen the grip I had on the

iyvvvvtvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvtvtrvvvwvvvvvvw
Sold Wives

T was long a popular belief among the
Ignorant in England that if a man sold

' his at public auction such a sale
had all the legality of a regular divorce.
The latest case of 'the kind on record
occurred in 1832.-Joh-

Thompson, a farmer, had bees
married for three years and he and his'
wife agreed to separate. Thompson
brought his wife into the town of Carlisle
and by the bellman announced he was
about to sell her.

At twelve o'clock Thompson placed his
wife on a Jargs oak chair with a rope or
hxlttr of straw about her neck. He then
mad this announcement:
I have to offer to your notice my wife,
Mary Anne Thompson, otherwise Will-
iams, whom I mean to sell to the highest
and fairest bidder. It is her wish as well

irr

steering post, to dose taj eyes, to irleld
completely to the drowsiness had
come over me, when, wits last Instlnc--

tire 'movement I shut off the engine.
How Jong the,carbowIed along with the
power gone 2 Aoxt know, when It
stopped, though, a man cam running up
crying; "Bob, you're broken the world's
rccordr' It was some moments before I
could talk. The breath had almost been

driven from my body. Thea I told him.
"Well. I want to again." '

Raleh llulford hat an excitlna ttora of
a road racs in Fairviount Park, Philadel
phia, two year ago.

' BY RALPH MULFORD.
X most sensational
moment was neither
an. accident nor the

OiSs9n fear of .an accident
It was a delay that1 1 hEJT'av !

cost me the Fair-mou- nt

Park race andakJr i cash ina. $2,000 prize

October of 1910. My

car "as entered In

tin 600 cubic Inch

engine displacement

RAi.TK class, but I was com-

petingHUL.TORP for the grsnd

time prize sgalnst

750 inch englnes,huge racing mon-

sters of much grester power fhsn my

stock machine. Kevertheless, I had

succeeded in pawing them one by one.

until on the twenty-firs- t lap, or twenty-fiv- e

miles from the finish, I wss in the

lead. My margin, though, waa only a

few seconds. Then as I came swinging

down the stretch I found that I needed

gssolene and oil. It almost broke my

heart to a stop at this stage of the

race. The loss of a second was costly.

T hsd to have the fuel, though: so I re

luctantly brought the car to a stop,

When I got going again Len Zengle In

one of the blc racers hsd passed me. He

had gained less than a minute lead,

but enough to win.

It was disheartening after I had cut

down the field to lose in this wsy. So I

dashed after Zengle, taking chances that
I had not dared before on the tricky Fair-mou-

course. For three rounds I chssed
him snd his smoking racer. Finally I
caught him and at the beginning of the

last lap was in the lead by nineteen sec-

onds. I counted the race as good as won.

It wss a tremendous advantage, with only

one circuit of the course to be made.
Imsgine my disappointment, then, when
rounding a turn on the back stretch my

car blew a tire. We had to stop and put
on a new one. We worked, my mechan-

ician and I, faster than we had ever done

before. Zengle was ahead. He must be.

This delay would give him back the nine-

teen seconds he had lost The thought

of it was sickening.
race of it
. Then a man came running up and said

that Zengle had broken down too, that
he had also blown a tire, that he was hav
ing a terrible time putting on a new one.

Thea my mechanician, who was work-

ing feverishly, slipped on our tire snd,
giving a mighty push, missed his hold, fall-

ing headlong. By thla time I had bound-

ed into the driver's seat and started th'e

It the

And

wife

that

never

make

as mine to part forever. She hss been
to me onlr a born serpent I took her
my the good of my home; but she

my a domestic curse, a
night invasion and a dally devil. I speak
truth from my heart when I say may
God deliver us from troublesome wives
and frolicsome women! Avoid them as
you would a mad dog, a roaring lion, a

loaded pistol, cholera morbus. Mount Etna
or sny pestilential thing In nature.
K6w I have shown you the dark side of
my wife,, and told you of her faults anu

I will the bright and
sunny side of her, and explain her

and goodness. She can
read novels and milk cows, she can laugh
and weep with the same ease that you
could take a glass of sle when thirsty.
Indeed, gentlemen, the reminds me of

engine, just as my mechanic, scrambling
to his feet, jumped ia beside me.. Wo
would catch; Zengle and win!

Ogenlng wide the engine I shot round
the park. I passing a gray
blur.Zensla'acar that had going.
I passed line with him behind.
I thonght I had won. Then the-- gray
racer swept up the stretch, over the line.
had its. time'laken andwoo. I had lost
6y bare ecpnds, .lost after a heartbreak-
ing race of two hundred miles.

Teddy who broke a world1
record at Santa UU a thrilling
ttory.

BY TEDDY TETZLAFF.
BY U It that you
newspaper men are
continually asking
for "thrilling experi-
ences," how It feels
to travel eighty mOes

on hour to win a
race? Generally I re-

frain from talking
about them. I have

not thought
In my career worth

I TEDDnr
TETZUATT the telling. But now

there Is something
which may Interest

you. It only a few week; ago
ago when I was racing over the Santa
Monica bonWvards sgainst some of the
best drivers in the world. I won that race.
I a world's record. I beat Bruce-Brow- n,

Bragg, Dingley. I beat them be-

cause I was used to the course and my

car stood up wejL But I wouldn't have
beaten them if an incident had turned
out other than It did. It was the closest
shave I have ever had.

During the closing laps of the race I
was driving my car to the limit I knew

I had the record within my grasp. I
wanted to make sure of It So I shot
sround the turns, skidding and
through the dirt half blinded with it, and
tearing off again with the throttle wida

open. After I had repeated this perform-

ance about five times I began to wonder

if I couldn't go faster. I took to shaving
the corners to save time. The fractions
of a second are worth while in a road race.

It was on one of these close turns that
the moment came. I had just shot out of

the curve when I felt something sting
my arm like s bullet It was a stone
thrown up from the road. It cracked my

muscles, paralyzing them. It was the
right arm and, no longer able to hold the
wheel, it dropped weakly at my side. Xot

what I was doing i threw over

the left to grab it The wheel was with-

out a hand.
Instantly the car shot across the road

at a crazy angle, and, what I
had done, I twisted the wheel with my
left hand just as the front wheels were

into a ditch. we re-

mained righted and, tearing along the
ditch, jumped back on the road. By this
time the paralyzatlon was
over, and with both hands on the wheel I
took up the chase. Why that car didn't
tum over with us is beyond
me.

what the poet ssys of women in general :

Heaven gar to women the peculiar
grace.

To laugh, to weep, to cbeat the human
race.

"She can make butter and scold the
maid, she can sing Moore's melodies and
plait her folds and caps ; she cannot make
rum, gin or but she is a good
judge of the quality of each from long
experience is tasting them. I
offer her. with all her perfections and

for the sum of fifty
shillings."

The woman was finally sold to one
Henry Mean for the sum of twenty
shillings and a Newfoundland dog. Maa
and wife parted in perfect good temper.
Mean and the woman going on way,
Thompson and the dog anothes,

Faster and Faster Rose, Until Jumping Into Air It Spun on Its Front Wheels and Crashed in

Bobertson

resistance.
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for
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